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might by some fortunate chance have escaped the
terrible fate of his fellows. Not a single individual
could be found; they were all dead.
The Rajah sent a crier round the town with
a branch of scarlet coral, offering a reward to
any one who was able to thread it. Many tried
their best, for the sum of money was large, but
without success. The tiny tunnel that ran
through the coral was too fine and tortuous for
the clumsy fingers of the agriculturist, the basket-
maker, herdsman, and followers of the coarser
trades.
Living in the town was a Brahman shopkeeper
who had married a woman from the loadstone
fort. At the time of its destruction her sister
happened to be visiting at the merchant's house.
This sister gave birth to a child a few weeks
later who was brought up as the chetty's son.
The boy inherited the skill of his ancestors, and
early showed himself to be clever with his fingers.
His mother brought the coral to him and giving
him a piece of fine silk told him to thread it; but
the task proved too difficult even for the fingers
of a goldsmith's child.
The boy, defeated for the moment, remained
seated in deep thought, idly watching the tiny red